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            Prologue

         
         
            Marguerite

            
               Paris, France

               Spring 1914

            

            “Jewels, ma chère. Jewels are the only things that matter.”
            

            
            Twenty-three-year-old Marguerite Meller sat at a small marble-and-gilt table, watching as her employer and mentor went to
               a cabinet in the corner of the room. This piece was draped in a pretty cloth, printed with swirls of pale blue and taupe paisley
               and fringed with silk tassels. Lifting the cloth and draping it over the carriage clock that sat on top of the cabinet, Madame
               revealed what was in fact a dark green safe. The statuesque form of the maîtresse blocked Marguerite’s view of the dial as she bent to open her repository of treasures.
            

            
            The maison de rendezvous at 3 rue Galilée was as elegantly furnished as any grand Parisian town house, and Marguerite loved to be invited into Madame
               Denart’s private domain. Marguerite was learning to become a first-class courtesan. Not only was she schooled in the arts
               of the boudoir, she’d been instructed in a range of disciplines: horse riding, singing, playing the piano, Italian and German,
               elocution and etiquette, current events, history, and politics.
            

            
            Her morning lessons with Madame smacked of special privilege; the maîtresse did not give private instruction to just any of the women who graced her books.
            

            
            Today, jewels. The tips of Marguerite’s fingers warmed and tingled with anticipation.

            
            Much as she longed to jump up and sneak a glimpse of the safe’s contents over Madame’s shoulder, Marguerite forced herself
               to remain where she was and wait. After a few moments, the older woman closed the safe and let down the shawl. She returned
               to the table and set a black lacquered box between them. Its mirror-glaze surface was punctuated by a central motif: a jungle
               cat made of inlaid mother-of-pearl.
            

            
            Madame Denart opened the box and lifted out two red satin-covered beds that glittered with precious stones.

            
            Marguerite gasped. “Magnificent! Madame, these are fit for a queen. How I should love to wear such pieces.”

            
            Madame fixed Marguerite with a reproving gaze. “These are not mere decorative baubles, ma fille. Jewels—the right jewels—are the lifeblood of a courtesan. More stable in value than paper money, and infinitely more portable. Easily converted
               to currency wherever one happens to be yet bestowing upon the woman who wears them a cachet which the mere possession of money
               never could. They are the first items a woman sews into her petticoats when she makes her escape—whether from a revolution,
               a war, or a marriage.” Madame smiled thinly. “For courtesans and queens alike, jewels are always better than money.” She jerked her chin. “Hold out your hand.”
            

            
            Eagerly, Marguerite complied. Madame plucked diamond bracelets from their plush setting, one by one, and clasped them around
               Marguerite’s slender forearm.
            

            
            The bracelets were cold and hard against Marguerite’s bare skin. One was too tight and pinched her flesh, but she ignored the discomfort. She angled her arm so that the gems caught the sunlight, dazzling her. 

            
            Not for the first time, Marguerite wondered about Madame Denart’s past. She was a handsome woman who took such excellent care
               of her skin that she might have been aged more than a decade younger than her seventy years. She had been a courtesan at a
               time when the profession was at its height, when luminaries such as La Belle Otero, Blanche d’Antigny, and Cora Pearl had
               enchanted all of Paris with their extravagance and their style. Legends abounded telling of the lengths to which the grandes horizontales drove their admirers—to folly, to madness, to financial ruin, and even to suicide.
            

            
            Well, what did these men expect? If they did not have the sense to hold on to their fortunes, more fool they. Men had not
               treated Marguerite so well that she had an ounce of pity to spare for them.
            

            
            Her husky voice warming to her theme, Madame took Marguerite’s hand and pushed the diamond bracelets together so that they
               formed a dazzling gauntlet from elbow to wrist, then added one more.
            

            
            “Jewels are a currency that gentlemen may use to purchase our company without the nasty taint of the transaction. For the courtesan, jewelry is a status symbol, an advertisement of her worth, the standard which other men must match or exceed if they expect to win her favors.” She held up a finger. “But remember this, Marguerite. Let no man own you. Courtesans are not mistresses; we do not confine ourselves to one lover. When a man has exclusive possession of a woman, he becomes complacent, and that diminishes her value. No matter how charming or handsome or rich he might be, if a gentleman does not make the appropriate gift to show his appreciation, you must drop him. Immediately.” 

            
            “Of course.” Dreamily, Marguerite wondered if she could ever hope to command a collection to rival Madame’s. Marguerite was
               no beauty. Her mouth was too small, her nose a trifle too large and her eyebrows straight and thick, tapering toward the temples,
               like strokes of a calligrapher’s brush. Her stature was small, but she did have an excellent figure and she took the utmost
               pains to play up her attractions: a pair of large, melancholy grey-green eyes, a beauty spot on her left cheek, and masses
               of auburn hair.
            

            
            She could be charming when she wished, but she had a devilishly bad temper that sometimes got her into trouble. She had learned
               to curb that tendency—at least until a conquest was firmly ensnared. But like an active volcano, sooner or later, the pressure
               would build inside her. She would erupt.
            

            
            Regardless of this undoubted flaw, Madame must have seen something in Marguerite that merited cultivation. For her part, Marguerite
               meant to grab every opportunity presented to her, while the grabbing was good.
            

            
            The older woman selected a large ruby pendant and held it up between her finger and thumb, angling it so that it caught the
               gentle sunlight that streamed between the pale blue velvet curtains of her boudoir. Captivated, Marguerite gazed at the stone.
               Encased in a plain gold setting, it was smooth and rounded, as dull as oxblood until the light filtered through.
            

            
            The diamond bracelets encircling Marguerite’s wrist glittered and flashed as coldly as Madame’s smile. But despite its comparative
               dullness, it was the ruby that held Marguerite entranced. The interior of the stone seemed to flicker and dance with wicked
               shadows of devils and hell-bound souls. It seemed to beckon her to enter.
            

            
            Marguerite shivered, shaking off the unwonted fancy, and asked, “How much did that one cost, then?”

            
            The maîtresse frowned at this lapse into vulgarity and Marguerite bit her lip. Her conversational style had improved under Madame’s careful
               tutelage but sometimes she slipped.
            

            
            “You will learn how to quickly and discreetly appraise any gift,” said Madame, disregarding the gauche impertinence and replacing
               the pendant. “You must never allow yourself to be taken in by inferior stones, or—heaven forbid!—fake gems made of paste.
               A courtesan’s jewel collection is her security and her pension fund.” She narrowed her eyes. “Too many times, I have seen
               a woman build up tremendous wealth, only to squander it at the gaming tables. Once the toast of Paris, she ends her days old,
               unwanted, and destitute. Do not let that happen to you.”
            

            
            Of course, everyone in their circle had heard those stories. “No fear of that,” said Marguerite. She only gambled with other
               people’s money.
            

            
            A convent girl, then a servant, turned off without a character after falling pregnant to the master’s son at fifteen, Marguerite
               knew what it was to be vulnerable, hungry, and alone in the world, subject to all kinds of degradations in the doorways and
               back alleys of Paris. She had given up her daughter to her mother to raise but it was Marguerite’s work on the streets that
               kept the child clothed and fed.
            

            
            Sheer determination and smarts—and a hard-won stint at the Folies Bergère—had lifted her out of that existence. She took a
               rich lover or two, one of whom she falsely claimed to have married, thereby gaining a certain status among the Parisian demimonde.
               Madame Denart had discovered Marguerite through a mutual acquaintance and invited her to be part of her select list of poules de luxe, elevating her to even greater heights.
            

            
            Madame’s clientele included many wealthy and important men. With the older lady’s connections as well as her expert guidance,
               Marguerite would never, ever, suffer poverty and humiliation again.
            

            
            And if the possession of jewels was the way to make sure of that, she would do anything and everything to get as many of those
               precious baubles as she could.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter One

         
         
            Cairo, Egypt

            Autumn 1935

         

         Breathless and exhilarated and furious, sixteen-year-old Cleo Davenport reined in her grey mare and turned to glare at the
            approaching rider. Brodie had let her win. Again. Impatiently, she shoved away the strand of curly gold hair that had whipped into her mouth during their desert race. Brodie
            was only one year older than she was and the best horseman she knew. She wanted desperately to beat him fair and square.
         

         
         “You beast!” Her words were lost on the wind. The slow dawn had begun with a soft, spiced glow and a pink mist rising over
            the desert, but now the tangerine disk of the sun was high in the sky, bathing the timeless peaks of the pyramids in shimmering
            light.
         

         
         Brodie grinned. He cupped his ear, shrugged, and shook his head. In spite of herself, Cleo smiled back as he cantered toward
            her. Brodie moved easily in the saddle, his shaggy black hair swept away from his angular face by the strong breeze. He needed
            a haircut but he’d refused to let her near him with Fifi’s sewing shears after the last time.
         

         
         His mount, still frisky from the race, danced and sidled. “Come on.” Brodie jerked his head toward the city. “They’ll be looking
            for you.”
         

         
         As they entered the city and slowed to a more sedate pace, Cleo slid a glance at her companion. Brodie was Scottish by birth. He’d grown up in France but when his parents had died, his uncle, Mr. Gordon, had brought him back to Shepheard’s Hotel with him. 

         
         Mr. Gordon was the zookeeper at Shepheard’s and a bachelor, and his adoption of his nephew was begrudging at best. He’d only
            warmed to his new charge when he witnessed Brodie’s almost mystical affinity with animals. But Mr. Gordon had died two years
            ago of a fever. The new director spent most of his time traveling the world in search of new inmates for the zoo and conducting
            his own research, so Brodie had taken on most of his responsibilities in addition to his own work.
         

         
         Cleo, too, was an orphan, and she also resided at Shepheard’s Hotel. But while Brodie lived in the zoo director’s cramped
            quarters, Cleo slept in luxury in the hotel itself.
         

         
         As they rode through the labyrinthine Cairo streets, the smells of dung and donkey, of incense and spices and refuse filled
            Cleo’s nostrils. They passed a greengrocer with giant cauliflowers and cabbages, oranges and dates piled high in wicker baskets.
         

         
         The workers were watering the dusty road, and Brodie urged his horse to a fast trot. He was responsible for the day-to-day
            running of the zoo: feeding and watering the animals and checking on their welfare. The zoo was not large but it held a pair
            of camels, some young Arabian horses, a handful of tame gazelles that delighted the hotel’s children, and even two pandas
            all the way from China.
         

         
         They reached Ibrahim Pasha Street with its pretty gardens and approached the wide sweep of Shepheard’s Hotel. It was a four-storied
            stone building with arched windows and colonnades and tiny French balconies—a grand edifice that might have been a museum
            plucked from any European capital.
         

         
         Wrought iron railings girded a square, raised terrace that dominated the expansive frontage. The terrace was furnished with marble-topped tables, rattan armchairs, and lush potted palms. The waiters, called safragi, were smartly clad in crimson-and-gold embroidered jackets, baggy white sirwal trousers, and red tarbooshes. Even if visitors to Cairo preferred to stay at Mena House or one of the other fine hotels in
            the city, sooner or later, everyone who was anyone—from Mark Twain and Noël Coward to royalty of every nation—came to tea
            on the terrace at Shepheard’s.
         

         
         Forbidden from coming upstairs to harass the guests, hawkers gathered in the street below to sell their wares to the wealthy
            patrons. Everything from fans, fruits, and fly whisks, stuffed snakes and crocodiles to live chickens could be purchased from
            these vendors and handed up to the buyer. Cleo and Brodie picked their way through the crowd, firmly refusing assistance from
            the dragomen hoping to sell their services as tour guides. The pair continued around to the stables, where Brodie slid from
            the saddle, tethered his animal, then reached up, lifting Cleo by the waist to swing her down.
         

         
         “I can get down by myself, you know,” she said. “I’m not a child.” He was so big and she was so small, she often felt the
            need to assert herself.
         

         
         “Don’t I know it.” Grinning at her puzzled look, he took her mare’s bridle. “I’ll take her. Fifi will not be pleased.”

         
         Cleo rolled her eyes. Her French governess, Mademoiselle Faubert, was as lazy as a pasha. “I don’t care for one of her scolds.”

         
         “Well, we’ll both be in trouble if anyone sees you helping with my chores,” said Brodie. “Or me riding out with you, for that
            matter.”
         

         
         “Then we must make sure no one catches us. I’ll do my share.” When he still hesitated as if they hadn’t had this conversation many times before, she stamped her foot. “Brodie.”
         

         
         He sighed. “Yes, Your Highness.” He pretended to tug a forelock and held out Starlight’s reins to her. “Whatever you say,
            Your Majesty.”
         

         
         Usually he spoke with only the slightest Scottish burr, but whenever he mocked what he called Cleo’s “hoity-toity ways” he
            adopted a thick brogue. Yerr Maejesty. She scowled, then laughed and snatched up Starlight’s reins.
         

         
         When they had dealt with the tack, they set to work in companionable silence, rubbing down the horses and brushing their coats.
            Brodie was right. She ought to be getting back. But this was the best part of her day and she wanted to stretch it out as
            long as she could.
         

         
         After a while, she said, “Do you want to leave Egypt one day? Go home, I mean?”

         
         “My parents left Scotland shortly after I was born. They were poor and hated France every second we lived there, so there
            aren’t a lot of good memories to go home to.” He shrugged. “I’ve never even met my Scottish kin.”
         

         
         Surprised that he’d said so much about his family, whom he rarely mentioned, Cleo was emboldened to ask, “Has none of your
            family ever written to you?” Cleo waited as Starlight tossed her head and snorted, then she ran the currycomb through the
            mare’s pale mane.
         

         
         As she worked, her own long, golden curls, which had tumbled free of their ribbon during that glorious ride, mingled now and
            then with the mare’s coarse hair. With a grimace, Cleo pushed her hair back and tucked it behind her ear. Realizing Brodie
            had not answered her question, she looked up.
         

         
         His gaze cut away.

         
         “My grandfather,” he said at last. “Once.” His face turned grim. “Informing me he’d disinherited my father, who disgraced
            him, and considered my uncle a blithering fool, but if I’d like to prove myself worthy, he would be prepared to consider reinstating
            me as his heir.”
         

         
         “Is that why you’ve been studying so hard?”

         
         He shook his head. “I don’t want the old curmudgeon’s money. I’ll make my own way.”

         
         Cleo’s honorary aunt and guardian had recognized Brodie’s quick intelligence and hectored Mr. Gordon into letting Brodie share
            Cleo’s lessons. Serafina had even deigned to tutor Brodie herself when his thirst for knowledge surpassed the French governess’s
            ability to quench it.
         

         
         Sometimes Cleo envied the way Brodie so effortlessly engaged Serafina’s attention. He was a keen student of Egyptology and
            Serafina seemed to enjoy tutoring him, whereas she was liable to forget Cleo’s existence for days at a time when deeply involved
            in research and writing. Serafina was not an easy person to love.
         

         
         “Will you become an Egyptologist like Serafina, then?”

         
         He shrugged. “I don’t see much future in Egypt for someone like me. They want the British out, and I don’t blame them. No,
            I want to travel to remote places and study wildlife like my uncle did. There are a lot of things I want to see and do, but . . .
            it’s hard to imagine I’ll ever get to do them.” He gave a final pat to his horse’s flank. “All done.” Done with the horse,
            and done with the subject, too. She knew this mood, so she didn’t say any more.
         

         
         She longed to travel, too. Not to far-flung destinations like Brodie but to Paris, the most brilliant and cultured city in
            the world. She didn’t like much about her governess, but she could sit and listen to her stories about the City of Light for
            hours.
         

         
         Cleo went with Brodie to the zoo, to pet and cosset her particular friend, Daisy, a gazelle whose limpid brown eyes had the power to quiet the restlessness in Cleo’s soul. Stroking the suede softness of her neck, Cleo whispered greetings and made little clicking noises with her tongue. She was about to fetch the gazelles their feed when the high-pitched trill of her governess’s voice made Daisy startle and flick her ears. “Cleo? Peste! Where is that dreadful girl?”
         

         
         “Oops!” With a kiss on the gazelle’s nose and a wave to Brodie, Cleo slipped away, hurrying across the courtyard in which
            so many lavish parties were held. Parties to which she, not yet having made her debut, was rarely invited. But Serafina’s
            suite overlooked the gardens, and Cleo had often sat by the window dreamily watching these enchanted evenings filled with
            beautiful gowns and glittering jewels. She skirted the Carrara marble dance floor and ducked into the hotel through a servant
            entrance.
         

         
         A tunnel beneath the hotel ran diagonally from the laundry and pantry to the kitchens. Cleo headed through the laundry, feeling
            the steam from the copper cauldrons cloud about her face. She entered the comparative cool of the narrow subterranean corridor,
            where dry, musty air filled her lungs. She used to play in that tunnel as a little girl, pretending to be Howard Carter excavating
            Tutankhamun’s tomb. Now she sped along in the semidarkness toward the light up ahead, ignoring the furtive rustles of rats
            as she went. Surfacing in the kitchens, Cleo slipped past the bustle of chefs and waiters, all of whom were too busy with
            the breakfast orders to notice her. She darted out into the lobby, ignoring the lure of Mansoor’s Jewelry and Antiques, hurried
            past the sinuous ebony caryatids that flanked the staircase, and up the stairs to her floor.
         

         
         Cleo eased inside her guardian’s suite and paused to listen. Aunt Serafina was in her bedroom with the door closed, talking to someone—most probably to her sister, Lady Grayson. So, they were awake. Too much to hope they hadn’t noticed Cleo’s absence. Cleo made a face. She was due for a scold, then. Mainly because Lady Grayson had strict notions of propriety and expected Serafina to discipline Cleo accordingly. Serafina herself rarely cared what Cleo did, as long as it didn’t interfere with her scholarly work. Cleo much preferred it that way. 

         
         Still, she liked Lady Grayson, who despite her proper notions had a distinct twinkle in her eye and took more interest in
            Cleo than Serafina ever had. Lord Grayson was kind, too. However, there was no denying that whenever they were in Cairo on
            holiday, Cleo was obliged to mind her p’s and q’s to a degree she never had before. Well, perhaps if she washed and changed
            into something feminine and charming, she might avoid another lecture.
         

         
         The sitting room, which doubled as Serafina’s study, was littered with stacks of papers and papyri, books and maps, not to
            mention the odd artefact: an ushabti here, a faience scarab beetle there. Cleo’s own corner of the room was scarcely any tidier.
            Her desk was stacked high with sketches of the fabulous jewelry she loved to design and scrapbooks full of inspiration. Cleo
            was picking her way around the detritus when she heard her name spoken.
         

         
         She stopped. Not only were the sisters talking about her, the discussion seemed heated.

         
         Cleo hesitated. Eavesdropping was not really cricket, she knew that. On the other hand, when one’s very origins were shrouded
            in mystery, one developed the habit of gleaning any and all information about oneself in whatever manner possible. When Cleo’s
            name was mentioned again, she tiptoed over to the closed door and bent to listen.
         

         
         Lady Grayson was saying, “She’s growing up wild. You must see this can’t go on.”

         
         “Cleo is perfect!” The rejoinder from Serafina made Cleo’s eyes pop open in shock. “She is the opposite of insipid.” Cleo clapped a hand over
            her mouth to stifle a chuckle. Really? Serafina never would have dreamed of saying such a thing to Cleo’s face.
         

         
         “She is a beauty, I’ll grant you,” said Lady Grayson. “But far from perfect. Why, even now she is running about the desert
            with that strapping stable boy—”
         

         
         Cleo’s hot cry of indignation nearly gave her away but Serafina cut in before Cleo could storm in and leap to Brodie’s defense.
            “I won’t hear a word against him! That young man has a fine mind. He’s going to make something of himself one day. Mark my
            words.”
         

         
         “That may be, but he ought not to be hobnobbing unchaperoned with a sixteen-year-old girl.” At a snort from Serafina, Lady
            Grayson continued, “Saffy, you have no notion of responsibility. Why, Mademoiselle Faubert told me you left that child on
            her own in the hotel for two months last winter while you went off on one of your digs.”
         

         
         Cleo rolled her eyes. Between Taaleb, the enormous Nubian who stood guard outside their room each night, the hotel staff,
            and the permanent guests—not to mention Fifi herself—so very many people had kept an eye on Cleo in Serafina’s absence that Cleo
            had felt far more restricted than when her guardian was there.
         

         
         “She was hardly alone.” This came in a mumble Cleo had to strain to catch. “Besides, our parents left us for months on end and we didn’t suffer.”
         

         
         “We were at home in England with Nanny and a staff of old retainers, not at a hotel in Cairo!” After a pause, Lady Grayson
            added gently, “There is no future for her here, Saffy. Surely you must see that. Her birth alone entitles her—”
         

         
         “Birth?” Serafina gave a crack of laughter. “Did someone turn back the clock a few centuries while I wasn’t looking?”
         

         
         Goodness, what did that mean? Cleo frowned but she didn’t have time to mull it over. She was too eager to hear what came next.
         

         
         “Saffy.” The gentle reproach was followed by something Cleo couldn’t quite catch. She strained to hear more.

         
         Then: “Oh, why did I even start all this?” Serafina’s voice rang with despair. “I never wanted a child.”
         

         
         Cleo swallowed hard. Her throat burned strangely, as if she was coming down with a cold, but she lifted her chin and glared
            defiantly at the door. She’d known she wasn’t wanted, hadn’t she? Where was the surprise in that?
         

         
         “You did it because you’re a good-hearted woman,” said Lady Grayson. “And because everyone needs their own person to love.
            But loving that child means doing what’s best for her, even if that means letting her go.”
         

         
         Silence greeted this statement. Cleo waited for what seemed like an age. Then Serafina sighed. “Very well, then. Take her.”

         
         The blood drummed in Cleo’s ears so hard that she felt light-headed, and missed the next few sentences. Serafina was giving
            in? Just like that? Surrendering Cleo to her sister as if she were a dog or a horse. How could she?
         

         
         No one ever made Serafina do what she didn’t want to do. She must have some reason—certainly not the selfless sort of love
            Lady Grayson described. The tender emotions were completely alien to the Honorable Serafina Davenport.
         

         
         Cleo was about to barge into the room to plead her case when she heard Serafina add, “Promise me two things, Lydia.”

         
         “Hmm. Why do I feel a sudden terrific apprehension?”
         

         
         Serafina hurried on. “Cleo is . . . oh, ‘spirited’ is the polite euphemism, I believe. Don’t try to iron that out of her, will you, Lyddy? Don’t let anyone crush her the way Mama tried to crush me.” 

         
         “All right, I promise,” said Lady Grayson. “Though from what I’ve seen of Cleo, I shouldn’t think anyone could.” She paused.
            “And the second thing?”
         

         
         Cleo burst into the room. “You can’t! You simply can’t send me away!” Serafina was seated across from her sister at the breakfast
            table by the window. Delicate china teacups rattled in their saucers as Cleo strode over to her in her heavy riding boots.
            She dropped to her knees and stared beseechingly into Serafina’s eyes. “Please! Don’t make me go with them. I . . . I’ll run away.” She shot a reproachful glare at Lady Grayson, who only smiled faintly
            in response.
         

         
         “Eavesdropping, Cleo?” said Serafina, ignoring the threat. Then in her brisk way, she caught Cleo’s hands in hers and gripped
            them tightly. “What I was about to ask my sister before you so rudely interrupted was whether she would take Brodie back to
            England with her, too.”
         

         
         “What?” Lady Grayson and Cleo cried at once.
         

         
         “I couldn’t possibly . . .” said Lady Grayson, her pretty face drawn with shock.

         
         “Brodie? In England?” said Cleo. “He would never go there. Not in a thousand years.”
         

         
         “Well, then, it will be up to us to persuade him, won’t it?” Serafina leaned forward, her expression avid. “Think about it,
            Cleo. Here, Brodie has very little future. In England, as the protégé of Lord and Lady Grayson, he would be given the best
            education money could buy. Oxford, or Cambridge, perhaps . . . There are scholarships he can apply for, too. I’m sure he’ll
            get one. Only think what he might become.”
         

         
         Abruptly Cleo shut her mouth and thought. Brodie, with access to the best equipment and laboratories, professors, and tutors, unlimited opportunities for research. Was she going to stand in his way? How could she stand in his way?
         

         
         “You are diabolical,” she whispered to Serafina with grudging admiration. Cleo couldn’t even begin to comprehend what life
            in England would mean for her, personally, but she didn’t have to. She would do anything for Brodie and her guardian knew
            it.
         

         
         “Now, just one moment . . .” Lady Grayson began in a baleful tone.

         
         Serafina smiled at her sister. “You heard Cleo. If you take her without him, she will run away. She’s perfectly capable of
            it, you know.”
         

         
         “So I’m to hold this boy hostage to her good behavior, is that it?” Lady Grayson threw back her head and laughed. “Cleo’s
            right, Saffy. You are diabolical.”
         

         
         *  *  *

         When the plan was disclosed to Brodie, his dark eyes burned with a strange mix of emotions that made Cleo hot and uncertain
            and slightly afraid. It was a look of fiery yearning, as if he wanted to go very badly but was angry about it. At himself
            for wanting it? Or at Serafina for having it so easily within her power to give? But when he met Cleo’s pleading gaze, the
            expression in those deep brown eyes softened, and she knew in her heart then and there that she could never bear to be parted
            from him. Not ever.
         

         
         If she had to learn to be a lady in England, she would jolly well do it. She would beat those proper English misses at their own game. And she might finally discover who she was, and who her parents were. Lady Grayson knew something—perhaps everything—and she would be an easier nut to crack than Serafina, who steadfastly and blandly claimed ignorance whenever Cleo questioned her on the subject. 

         
         Her birth alone entitles her. What on earth did that mean?
         

         
         *  *  *

         “Really! It’s the outside of enough,” said Lady Grayson to her husband as Cleo helped her pack up the dahabeeyah she and her
            husband had rented for the season. “I can’t imagine how I let Serafina talk me into this. What do I know about raising a young
            man, much less one of—” she waved a hand “—of his background.”
         

         
         Scowling, Cleo was about to make a hot retort, when Lord Grayson said, “It’s an excellent plan. I rather wonder why I did
            not think of it myself.”
         

         
         “What?” Both Lady G and Cleo stared at him.
         

         
         “I’ve had my eye on that young man ever since Serafina took an interest in him. He has a remarkable brain and a quick wit.
            And he is a Gordon, after all.”
         

         
         Lady Grayson sniffed. “That side of the family are all dirty dishes. His father ran off with a peasant girl, not to mention
            the rest . . .” She broke off, probably realizing that Cleo was in the room, listening to every word.
         

         
         Lord Grayson smiled at his wife. “Let’s hear no more against the idea, Lyddy. I promise that you won’t be sorry for sponsoring
            him.”
         

         
         Cleo chuckled to herself at the way Lady Grayson visibly melted under her husband’s smile. “Well, if you’re sure he won’t
            disgrace us . . .”
         

         
         “I see no reason why he should.” Lord Grayson glanced at Cleo and there was a twinkle in his eye. “We ought to keep a close eye on this one, however. She’s always been trouble with a capital ‘T.’”
         

         
         Cleo grinned back at him. “I can’t imagine what you mean.”

         
         Her fears in abeyance, if not completely eradicated, Lady Grayson turned into a whirlwind, making travel arrangements, writing
            letters, and paying calls on everyone in Cairo who might feel slighted if she left Egypt without bidding them a proper goodbye.
         

         
         She stared aghast at the practical garments that populated Cleo’s wardrobe and declared that they must travel first to Paris
            to outfit Cleo properly for her London debut.
         

         
         Paris! Cleo could hardly believe it. She had always wanted to see the city—for its monuments and cafés and museums, yes—but
            most particularly to visit the home of jewelers like Cartier and Boucheron. She hoped she would have the chance to see these
            famous ateliers while she was there.
         

         
         Cleo loved beautiful clothes as much as the next girl—it was just that generally she preferred comfort and practicality in
            her dress. One never knew what adventures might be afoot in and around the hotel. It was horrifically easy to ruin one’s best
            tea gown when exploring the cellars, feeding the tame birds in the gardens, or consuming as many friandises in the kitchens as Monsieur Martin would allow.
         

         
         The plan, after Paris, was to spend the spring and early summer months making her debut in England, then to travel to the
            Riviera to recover from the social whirl. Cleo did not see what there was to recover from, exactly, but Lady Grayson was adamant; they would not return to Egypt for at least another year.
         

         
         Excited but already missing her friends around the hotel, Cleo visited them all in the week before their departure. The only person she wouldn’t miss was her governess, Mademoiselle Faubert, who, upon being told her services wouldn’t be needed any longer, promptly decamped to the household of a wealthy Cairene family. Good riddance, Cleo thought. Fifi had never quite let Cleo forget that she was an orphan, and an illegitimate one at that.
         

         
         The question of her true parentage had never troubled Cleo as much as it did now that she was about to leave Shepheard’s Hotel,
            the only home she’d ever known—perhaps permanently.
         

         
         The future was something Serafina had never discussed. Despite her towering intellect, Serafina was not a very practical sort
            of person, and probably expected Cleo to live out her days at Shepheard’s, this timeless bastion of British imperialism, like
            an insect preserved in amber. Like one of those mummies Serafina always hoped to dig up.
         

         
         Now Cleo was going to London—via Paris—and Brodie was coming with her. If her life was about to change, his was on the precipice
            of a revolution. She couldn’t help feeling anxious at the idea of his attending a prestigious university among a set of people
            who might taunt him for his poor origins and rough manners. Perhaps she ought to have insisted on going to Oxford, too.
         

         
         But despite her facility for languages, Cleo was no scholar. What Cleo wanted was to use her talents for jewelry design—working
            for Cartier, Boucheron, or Van Cleef & Arpels, perhaps. But the ultimate prize—her own brand, her own business. Marriage?
            She didn’t feel ready for that, and despite having agreed to a London season, she rather guessed she wouldn’t feel ready for
            many years yet. She pressed her lips together. One thing at a time.
         

         
         Before she left Cairo, Cleo meant to find out all she could about the circumstances that had brought her into Serafina’s care.
            If her guardian wouldn’t tell her, perhaps someone else might.
         

         
         Taaleb had been employed at the hotel after Cleo’s arrival, so he might not know the details. Then again, perhaps the general gossip had reached him. The world of Shepheard’s was rarefied and small, after all. 

         
         Taaleb was a guard, footman, and an occasional partner in crime for Cleo. When she was a child, he would sneak little treats
            to her from the kitchens during a grand dinner or reception—petits fours, cheeses, exotic fruits, which she had insisted he
            share. Cleo popped her head out of the room and saw him at his usual station, guarding the door to their suite.
         

         
         “Good evening, princess.” Taaleb smiled down at her.

         
         With a quick glance either way down the corridor to make sure no one saw, she beckoned him inside. Serafina and the Graysons
            had gone out for the evening, so the coast was clear.
         

         
         Taaleb had the stature and the initiation scars of a warrior, and his presence seemed to make their sitting room shrink to
            the size of a doll’s house. Cleo wanted to invite him to sit but knew he would decline, so she stood also, rocking a bit on
            her heels, biting her lip, wondering how to approach such a delicate and foreign subject.
         

         
         “I’m leaving soon,” said Cleo, plaiting her fingers together. “I suppose you knew that.”

         
         “Yes, princess. It is very sad.”

         
         Suddenly Cleo wanted to hug his solid, utterly dependable form and hold on tight. She fought back the urge. “Oh, I shall miss
            you all! And I don’t even know when I’ll be back. That’s why I wanted to ask you . . .” She sighed. What was the use? She
            had asked everyone repeatedly when she was younger and all had claimed ignorance.
         

         
         He folded his arms. “Ask.”

         
         She drew a deep breath. “When I was a baby. When I was brought here . . . I know you weren’t even working at the hotel at the time, but did you ever hear any gossip about my parents? Or about who left me at the hotel?” 

         
         He smiled and shook his head. “No, princess. No one would dare gossip about you. Not to me.”

         
         “Oh.” Such loyalty was commendable but not what she needed. “Well, thank you. You have always been so good to me.”

         
         He turned to go, but she said, “Taaleb, why do you call me ‘princess’? Is it . . .” No, that was silly. Of course it was just
            a term of affection. Hadn’t he assured her he did not know any gossip about her parentage? Then again, with so many real princesses
            visiting the hotel, wasn’t it odd and a little confusing to call Cleo that?
         

         
         He turned, clearly surprised, then he frowned. “I don’t know. I picked it up from somewhere, maybe.”

         
         He couldn’t remember from whom and Cleo suspected it might have been the Nubian rais, who would have assigned Taaleb the task
            of guarding Serafina all those years ago. But Soleiman al Nubi had retired and returned to his village a wealthy man. She
            sighed. Well, it probably wasn’t worth pursuing that line of inquiry anyway. Many of the staff called her “princess.” The
            reason might be as simple as the fact that she had long blond hair. Or it might be because of that silly rumor about her father
            being the Prince of Wales.
         

         
         When the rumor had come to Cleo’s ears many years ago, she had immediately asked Serafina about it, and she had said it was
            nonsense.
         

         
         Cleo believed her. While Serafina might refuse to speak of certain subjects, Cleo had never known her to tell an outright
            lie. Besides, Cleo had followed up this clue years before and discovered that, far from being in Egypt at the approximate
            time of her conception, the heir to the British throne had been off fighting in France.
         

         
         The prince had visited Egypt when Cleo was little and she had even met him, or so she’d been told, but that meant nothing at all. 

         
         Taaleb might not be able to help, but Cleo wasn’t about to give up. The following morning, she went down to the lobby to investigate
            further.
         

         
         The lobby of Shepheard’s was like a small village in itself, with its own post and telegram offices. It even boasted an antique
            shop decorated like a souk in the Muski, full of valuable antiquities, jewels from Cartier, Van Cleef & Arpels, and Fabergé,
            carved alabaster statues, fine Egyptian gold filigree work—every rare luxury the hotel guests might desire.
         

         
         The proprietor of the antique shop was polishing his jeweler’s loupe with a soft cloth when Cleo approached his domain, calling
            out a cheery good morning. Mr. Mansoor looked up and his eyes lit. “Ah! I have something special to show you today, Cleo.
            Wait while I fetch it.”
         

         
         Distracted from her mission, Cleo held her breath while he went out to the back room of his little shop. Mr. Mansoor often
            let her sit in his shop and sketch the exquisite pieces in his collection before they were snapped up by his voracious clientele.
         

         
         With a magician’s flourish, Mr. Mansoor produced an unusual yellow gold ring. “A star ruby, you see. Clasped on either side
            by a panther.” The panthers’ tails curved around and met to form the circle of the ring.
         

         
         “Oh, it’s beautiful!” said Cleo. She ached to touch it, to slide the chic, utterly modern ring onto her own finger, but she
            knew Mr. Mansoor well enough not to ask. “The panthers are so lifelike. What are their black spots made of? Enamel?”
         

         
         “Lacquer,” said Mr. Mansoor. He tilted it to the light. “See?”

         
         “And yellow gold. So unusual! You will have all the ladies fighting over this one,” said Cleo.
         

         
         Mr. Mansoor shook his head and tapped his nose. “This I bring out only for those who have the soul to appreciate.”

         
         Cleo flushed at the implied compliment. “How I wish I could afford to buy it.”

         
         “One day you will,” said Mr. Mansoor, chuckling. “Of that I have no doubt.”

         
         She thanked Mr. Mansoor and headed for the stairs. Presided over by Mr. Costas, the basement at Shepheard’s was full of left
            luggage, neatly labeled and waiting, safe and sound, for whenever their owners might return. It could be weeks or months or
            decades—Mr. Costas would find the item in minutes when its owner came to claim it.
         

         
         As a child, Cleo would lose herself in this Aladdin’s cave of treasures. The steamer trunks and suitcases it contained were
            plastered with labels from all over the world, and Cleo loved imagining the exotic places they had been. But the storeroom
            did not house only conventional luggage. There were artefacts of all kinds, statues and taxidermy, rugs and birdcages, lamps,
            tents, tools, swords, tennis rackets, bicycles, even a pair of skis.
         

         
         But the best part of all was watching Mr. Costas in the little workshop that adjoined the storeroom, where he and his wife
            made silver cigarette boxes, which they would sell to the tourists who passed through the hotel.
         

         
         The craft and artistry involved in making these boxes entranced Cleo. As she grew older, Mr. and Mrs. Costas let Cleo design some of the patterns that would be engraved or pressed into the shining sheets of silver. She learned quite a bit of Greek from the couple, too, although they tended to get excited easily and then they spoke too quickly for her to follow. 

         
         “The night you arrived here? Yes, yes, I remember,” said Mr. Costas, glancing at the number on the ticket in his hand as he
            moved through the passage between steamer trunks and random paraphernalia. Cleo trailed after him, noting cricket bats and
            golf clubs, volumes of poetry and Egyptian pharaonic statuettes that looked quite valuable but might have been fakes, elephant
            tusks and panther skins (horrid!), parcels wrapped in brown paper and string.
         

         
         “Could you tell me about it?” Cleo asked. “I’m sixteen, I’m leaving Egypt soon—perhaps forever—and I think I have a right
            to know.”
         

         
         “Well, I’ll tell you what little I can,” Mr. Costas said, absently.

         
         Cleo’s heart lifted. Perhaps Serafina had not thought to warn him against speaking of the subject.

         
         “What? What’s that you’re saying?” The pat-pat-pat of Mrs. Costas’s footsteps came toward them along the neighboring aisle. The lady herself was so tiny, Cleo could not see
            her above the piles of luggage until she rounded the corner and came toward them.
         

         
         “Ears as sharp as a hound,” muttered Mr. Costas but he smiled beatifically at his wife. “Hello, my dearest love. What are
            you—”
         

         
         “Tell her what?” The little woman jabbed a silver-handled fly whisk she happened to be carrying in her husband’s direction.
            “What were you going to tell her?”
         

         
         “Nothing, nothing, my dove,” murmured Mr. Costas.

         
         “Yes, he was,” said Cleo, capturing the older woman’s work-worn hands in hers, fly whisk and all. “Don’t be cross, dear Mrs.
            Costas. I need to hear whatever it is the two of you know about my parentage, about how I came to be here. I need to know
            before I leave.”
         

         
         Mrs. Costas exchanged a long glance with her husband. Three deep creases lined her brow beneath its widow’s peak. She tucked a strand of shining black hair behind her ear. “Miss Davenport forbade us to speak of it.” 

         
         “Well, what right had she to do that?” demanded Cleo. “She’s not even my blood relation.”

         
         “She said it was for your own good,” replied Mrs. Costas, but from her disapproving expression, Cleo could tell Mrs. Costas
            did not agree.
         

         
         Her resolve seemed to be wavering, so Cleo jumped in. “How can it be good for me not to know where I came from or how I got
            here? I need to find out the truth. Nothing will change between Aunt Serafina and me, but it’s like I have a big space . . .
            a—a hole in my heart where my real family should be. Even if my parents are both dead, at least I might find out where they
            are buried, discover a little about my background. I don’t even know what nationality I am!”
         

         
         “Now, now, there’s no need to be so tragic about it,” said Mrs. Costas, freeing a hand to pat her arm. “As for nationality,
            with that talent for drama, one might almost think you were Greek!”
         

         
         There was a pause while husband and wife locked gazes, discussing the subject without speaking, as married couples often do.
            “Well,” said Mr. Costas at last, “I’m sure you’ll be disappointed for it’s little enough we do know. Come, sit with us and
            drink a little coffee and we will tell you the story.”
         

         
         He prepared a carafe of coffee and poured it into small china cups. Cleo sipped the strong black brew and listened to Mr.
            Costas tell his tale.
         

         
         It was a night on which the stars seemed to have fallen from the heavens to scatter among the palm trees, bathing Shepheard’s Hotel in an unearthly glow. Patrons with cocktails and brandies stayed out on the terrace until the small hours, basking in the magical star shine, their conversations and laughter weaving in and out of the strains from the orchestra in the gardens below. 

         
         On a night such as this, there is enchantment in the air, and it was on that same night that a small soul came to Shepheard’s.
            The hour was very late—or early the next day, as one might call it—when a figure, furtive and shrouded in black, left a small
            bundle next to one of the service entrances out of sight of the people on the terrace. The figure, only glimpsed briefly by
            the maid who found the child, darted off and melted into the shadows of the night.
         

         
         The maid herself had been stealthy, returning from some assignation she did not wish to be known. But she took pity on the
            little bundle—how could she not?—and brought it into the hotel to see what might be done about the child.
         

         
         “How old was I then?” Cleo asked.

         
         “Oh, no more than a couple of months,” said Mrs. Costas. “Had we known, we would have taken you. But . . .” She shrugged.

         
         “Aunt Serafina got there first,” said Cleo. Grateful as she was to Serafina, she couldn’t help but wonder what it would have
            been like to have this warm and wonderful couple as parents. But Serafina had come across the small crowd that had gathered
            in the foyer around the maid and her discovery, and immediately taken charge of the situation.
         

         
         “You have every comfort you could desire, my dear,” said Mr. Costas, gently reproving.

         
         Yes, she has given me everything, thought Cleo. Everything except . . . “So it was my real mother who left me at the doorstep, presumably. I wonder why.”
         

         
         Mr. Costas spread his hands. “Who can tell? She might have been unmarried, too poor to raise a child . . .”

         
         “Yes, of course. But why Shepheard’s? It seems an odd place to choose. And using a side door at night. What if no one went through it for a day or more?” 

         
         “Perhaps she was familiar with the routines. She might have worked here once,” said Mrs. Costas.

         
         “Maybe she hoped things would turn out much as they have done,” said her husband. “After all, she couldn’t have asked for
            better: an affluent, respectable woman took you under her wing. You are healthy, wealthy, and . . . Well, perhaps I’ll stop
            there.” His eyes twinkled.
         

         
         Cleo laughed, then sobered, frowning. “I might not be wise but I do find this story a bit implausible.” She tilted her head. “Or is ‘implausible’ the word I’m looking for? I don’t
            know. It doesn’t ring true, somehow. It sounds like a fairy tale.”
         

         
         “I hope you’re not accusing us of making it up!” said Mrs. Costas.

         
         “Of course not.” Cleo smiled at her. “You don’t happen to remember the name of this maid who found me? Her address? Or her
            employer’s address, I suppose it would have to be.”
         

         
         “Wait a moment.” Mr. Costas went to his office and returned with a large ledger. He had a remarkable memory for guests of
            the hotel and the dates of their stay, so it did not surprise Cleo at all when he quickly found the relevant entry for that
            year. “Hmm,” he said. “It seems there are some items left here by the maid’s employer. A French woman by the name of Madame
            Meller. She stayed here often. Well, she did in the years before . . . Ahem! But I believe she remarried and her name is Fahmy
            now.” A sharp dig in the ribs from his wife cut off that train of speech. “The maid was Aimée Pain. I’ll write down the address
            for you, though I expect she has moved on since then.”
         

         
         Cleo decided not to pursue whatever secret Mrs. Costas did not want her husband to reveal, nor was she particularly interested in Madame Fahmy. She did not remember meeting that lady, nor Serafina ever mentioning her. But now she had a name and address; that was a start. Aimée Pain might know no more than Mr. Costas had told Cleo but at least she was an eyewitness. And her employer lived in Paris. Or at least, she had lived there at the time of Cleo’s birth. That was a lucky chance. 

         
         Cleo thanked the couple and hugged each of them in turn. She returned to her room and resumed her packing with renewed vigor.
            Between buying a wardrobe for her debut, visiting Parisian jewelry stores and museums for inspiration, and tracking down Aimée
            Pain, Cleo was going to be very busy in the City of Light.
         

         
         *  *  *

         On the eve of Cleo’s departure, Serafina called her into her bedroom and invited her to sit.

         
         Warily, Cleo perched on the window seat and tucked her bare feet up beneath her. “Aren’t you going to the opera tonight?”

         
         “Later. First, I want to talk to you about your future, Cleo.” She hesitated, smoothing her skirt, as if she didn’t know how
            to begin.
         

         
         The sun was sinking; the muezzins were calling the faithful to prayer. Cleo gazed out of the window, into the pink-and-purple
            dusk, and the setting sun that touched the streets of Cairo with golden fire. She was excited to go to Paris but she would
            miss her home quite dreadfully. She would miss Serafina, too.
         

         
         “Will you write?” said Cleo when it didn’t seem as if Serafina would ever tell her what was on her mind.

         
         Serafina’s eyebrows shot up. “If you like. But you’ll be too busy to—”

         
         “No. I won’t be too busy,” said Cleo. She wanted to express her gratitude to Serafina but she didn’t know how to do it without sounding maudlin. That would only draw her guardian’s mockery. 

         
         Serafina cleared her throat. “Well. You know I’m not much for idle chitchat but I’ll do my best.” She licked her lips, took
            off her spectacles and set them aside. Then she jumped up and thrust her fingers through the thick dark mass of her hair,
            until her carelessly pinned bun began to sprout ringlets like springs from an old sofa.
         

         
         “What’s the matter, Aunt?” Cleo hugged her knees and rested her chin on top. “Will you miss me?”

         
         A faint smile at that. “I rather expect I shall.”

         
         “Really?”

         
         “Oh, don’t look so shocked.” The older woman sniffed. “Anyway, with all of that swanning around to balls and parties I doubt
            you’ll miss life here at all.”
         

         
         Cleo blinked. Was that a wistful note in her guardian’s voice? She was too stunned to think of a reply.

         
         “But I want to have a serious talk with you before you go.” Serafina flicked a hand. “Now that you’ll be meeting young men,
            you ought to know about . . . uh . . . you know . . . relations, I suppose you might say.”
         

         
         “Rela— Ohhh. No, really, it’s not nec—”

         
         “Please, Cleo. This is not easy for me but I feel it must be done.” Serafina heaved out a breath, then launched into a clinical
            and thorough explanation of where babies came from, facts Cleo knew all about already. The governess who had taught Cleo before
            Fifi arrived had given her quite the education on that subject in whispered confidences, before eloping with one of the guests
            from the hotel.
         

         
         “You are shocked,” said Serafina when she finished. “It is shocking, I know. And it sounds thoroughly disgusting, of course, but with the right man, I—I’m told it can be rather lovely.”
         

         
         Cleo ducked her head and buried it in her folded arms. Honestly! She was beginning to feel queasy.

         
         “But that is precisely why I must warn you against it,” continued Serafina. “When I was a girl, we had no notion of such things.
            My mother insisted the stork was responsible for all the newborns in the world, and we believed her. Lydia had quite a rude
            shock on her wedding night, let me tell you!”
         

         
         “Please don’t.” Cleo’s head was still buried, so her voice came out muffled. She was sure she could never look Lady Grayson in the
            eye again. Or Lord Grayson, for that matter.
         

         
         Cleo peeked between her fringe to see that her guardian was pacing the floor now, hands clasped behind her back, a diminutive
            professor in full lecturing mode. It was an attitude she often adopted when holding forth on Egyptology or berating her British
            compatriots for their appalling treatment of the Egyptian people. Now Cleo would give much to be lectured on ancient embalming
            tools and procedures or the imperative for true Egyptian independence. Anything but this.
         

         
         “Just remember that some men—men who seem to be gentlemen on the surface—can be dangerous,” Serafina continued. “You will
            have the protection of the Graysons, of course, but you are such a headstrong girl, one never knows . . .” The pacing stopped.
            “Are you laughing, Cleo?”
         

         
         Cleo’s head shot up. “Me? Of course not.” She was closer to tears of embarrassment. “But really, Aunt, there’s no need to
            worry. I can take care of myself.” She had cajoled Brodie into teaching her self-defense and had a few neat tricks up her
            sleeve to repel unwanted advances.
         

         
         “Is that so?” Serafina looked skeptical. “Well, if you don’t have any questions, that’s all there is to say on the subject. I know the Graysons will take good care of you. But, Cleo, do try not to become one of those empty-headed society debs, won’t you? I couldn’t bear it if you did.”
         

         
         “I can safely promise you I won’t,” said Cleo, relieved at the change of subject. “But you’re acting as if this is our final
            farewell. I’ll be back at Shepheard’s in no time.” She wished she felt as confident as she sounded.
         

         
         “One never knows what life holds in store,” said Serafina. “Far be it from me to encourage you to think only of marriage,
            but that’s what a London season is for, after all.” Her face fell, then she brightened. “But you can come back for visits,
            or I will come to see you. I haven’t been home for an age.”
         

         
         “Of course.” Impulsively, Cleo slid off the window seat and went to put her arms around Serafina. The older woman froze, as
            if she’d never been embraced before. Refusing to be put off, Cleo hugged her tighter. “I shall miss you,” Cleo whispered. “And I shall miss Shepheard’s, as well.”
         

         
         She left Serafina’s chamber and found Brodie waiting in the sitting room outside. “Oh! I didn’t know you were here.”

         
         He set down the book he’d been studying, a text on ancient hieroglyphs. “Miss Davenport asked to see me,” he said.

         
         “Hmm. She’s in a strange mood.” With a grin, Cleo leaned toward him and lowered her voice. “If she starts talking about the
            birds and the bees, I recommend that you back away quietly.”
         

         
         A gleam lit his eyes. “Why would I do that? I would rather ask her many, many questions.”

         
         Cleo laughed. “I wonder why I didn’t think of that! It would certainly have made her sorry she raised the subject.”

         
         He lifted an eyebrow. “Warning you off, was she? I suppose that was wise. Most girls don’t know a thing worth knowing until it’s too late.” 

         
         “That’s what Serafina said.” Cleo shrugged. “She is all for women’s education. I suppose that extends to the facts of life,
            as well.”
         

         
         “Well, I imagine she will have something quite different to say to me,” Brodie replied as Serafina’s door opened once more.
            Under his breath, he added, “Wish me luck.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         
            Paris, France

            Autumn 1935

         

         Paris! Cleo couldn’t believe it. She was finally here. Thick grey clouds hung low over the city and a sharp wind kicked the
            dead leaves along the cobblestones, but Cleo was enchanted. She tried to catch Brodie’s eye to share her delight but his gaze
            was fixed on the scenery passing by. How much did he remember? She didn’t like to raise the subject, since the childhood he
            spent in Paris didn’t seem to have been a happy one.
         

         
         “We are staying near the Bois de Boulogne at the hôtel particulier of a dear family friend,” said Lady Grayson as their taxicab nosed through the traffic. “Madame Santerre is a widow with
            two sons, although I don’t know if they’ll be in residence at the moment.” She glanced at Brodie. “Miss Davenport told me
            you speak French?”
         

         
         “Like a Parisian,” Cleo answered for him, earning her a withering look from her friend.

         
         “Cleo is the one with the ear for languages,” said Brodie. “She even speaks a little Arabic.”

         
         “Does she?” Lady G seemed unimpressed. “In that case, you will endear yourselves to our hosts. There is nothing more ignorant than going to a foreign country and expecting the inhabitants to speak English.” 

         
         Brodie regarded Lady G for a long moment, then returned his gaze to the scenery. “Very true.”

         
         They swung into the Champs-Élysées, and Cleo leaned forward to peer up at the Arc de Triomphe. The
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