

    
        
          The Highwayman of Surrey

        

        
        
          Seraphina Sinclair

        

        
          Published by Seraphina Sinclair, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE HIGHWAYMAN OF SURREY

    

    
      First edition. February 3, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Seraphina Sinclair.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215381632

    

    
    
      Written by Seraphina Sinclair.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue: The Betrayal

Chapter 1: The Bagshot Hold-up

Chapter 2: The Letter in the Locket

Chapter 3: A Dance at the Assembly

Chapter 4: The Runner's Pursuit

Chapter 5: Shadows of the Past

Chapter 6: The Secret Alliance

Chapter 7: Betrayal at the Inn

Chapter 8: The Siege of Thorne Manor

Chapter 9: The Duel on the Heath

Chapter 10: Justice and Redemption

Epilogue: The New Dawn

Sign up for Seraphina Sinclair's Mailing List

Further Reading: Heath Of Gold

Also By Seraphina Sinclair

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue: The Betrayal
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The chill wind of a late autumn evening whipped across Bagshot Heath, carrying with it the scent of damp earth and distant woodsmoke. Julian Vane, Captain of His Majesty's Dragoons, spurred his horse onwards, his cloak billowing behind him like a storm-tossed sail. The urgent summons from Sir Thomas Thorne had arrived at his garrison just hours before, a terse note demanding his immediate presence at Thorne Manor. Julian, ever the dutiful officer, had not hesitated, despite the gnawing unease that had settled in his gut. He had known Thorne for years, a man whose ambition was as boundless as his charm was superficial. Their paths had crossed often in the intricate dance of Surrey society, and Julian had always maintained a cautious distance, sensing the viper beneath the polished exterior. Yet, Thorne was a powerful figure, a High Magistrate with considerable influence, and his request could not be ignored. As the moon, a sliver of silver in the inky sky, cast long, dancing shadows across the desolate landscape, Julian found himself reflecting on the recent whispers that had begun to circulate through the taverns and drawing-rooms of London – whispers of corruption, of illicit dealings, and of a growing unrest among the common folk. The gates of Thorne Manor loomed into view, massive iron sentinels guarding a world of opulence and deceit. A liveried servant, his face a mask of practised deference, took Julian's horse, and Julian strode into the grand hall, his boots echoing on the marble floor. The air was thick with the scent of beeswax and old money, a stark contrast to the raw, untamed beauty of the heath he had just traversed. Sir Thomas Thorne awaited him in his study, a room filled with towering bookshelves and the faint aroma of brandy. Thorne, a man of imposing stature with a meticulously powdered wig, rose from behind his massive oak desk, a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes gracing his lips. "Captain Vane, a pleasure, as always," Thorne purred, his voice smooth as aged wine.

"Forgive my urgency, but matters of grave importance have arisen." Julian's gaze swept over the room, noting the flickering fire in the hearth, the heavy velvet curtains drawn against the night, and the subtle tension in Thorne's posture. He felt a prickle of suspicion, a soldier's instinct honed by years of battle.

"I am at your service, Sir Thomas," Julian replied, his voice steady, betraying none of the apprehension he felt. Thorne gestured to a chair, and Julian sat, his hand instinctively resting on the hilt of his sword.

"It concerns a matter of treason, Captain," Thorne began, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

"A plot against the Crown, orchestrated by individuals of considerable standing. I have uncovered evidence, irrefutable evidence, that implicates a high-ranking officer in your own regiment." Julian's blood ran cold. 'Treason' was a word that could shatter lives, destroy reputations, and lead to the gallows. He listened intently as Thorne wove a tangled web of accusations, presenting documents and forged letters that painted a damning picture of betrayal. As Thorne spoke, Julian's mind raced, piecing together fragments of information, memories of conversations, and the subtle shifts in alliances he had observed within the regiment. The evidence, though presented with chilling conviction, felt... manufactured. A cold dread began to seep into his bones. He knew the officer Thorne was implicating, a man of honour and integrity, a loyal servant of the Crown. The accusations simply did not ring true. Yet, Thorne's performance was masterful, his words laced with a persuasive blend of patriotism and outrage.

"I require your assistance, Captain," Thorne concluded, his gaze piercing.

"Your loyalty to the Crown is unquestioned. I need you to corroborate this evidence, to lend your name and reputation to this investigation. With your support, we can swiftly bring these traitors to justice." Julian felt a tremor of revulsion. He was being asked to condemn an innocent man, to become a pawn in Thorne's insidious game. The weight of the decision pressed down on him, heavy and suffocating. He looked at the forged documents, at Thorne's expectant face, and a sudden, blinding clarity washed over him. This was not about justice; it was about power, about Thorne eliminating a rival, and Julian was to be his unwitting instrument. He opened his mouth to speak, to refuse, to expose the deceit, but before a word could escape his lips, a sudden, sharp pain exploded in the back of his head. The room spun, the firelight blurring into a chaotic swirl of orange and black. He felt a crushing blow, then another, and the world dissolved into an abyss of darkness. The last thing he heard, before consciousness fled, was Thorne's chilling laughter, echoing in the cavernous study, a sound that would forever haunt his waking nightmares. He had walked into a trap, and the betrayal was complete. The shadow of the heath, it seemed, had just claimed its first victim.
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Chapter 1: The Bagshot Hold-up
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Julian awoke to the biting cold and the stench of damp earth. His head throbbed with a relentless rhythm, a cruel reminder of Thorne’s treachery. He lay in what felt like a shallow ditch, the rough fabric of his uniform clinging to his skin, soaked through with dew. The moon, now a pale, indifferent disc, offered little comfort, casting an eerie glow on the skeletal branches above. He pushed himself up, every muscle protesting, and a wave of nausea washed over him. His sword was gone, his pistols, his purse – everything. He was stripped bare, left for dead on the very heath he had once patrolled with pride. Disorientation slowly gave way to a burning rage. Thorne. The name tasted like ash in his mouth. The fabricated evidence, the false accusations, the brutal assault – it all coalesced into a singular, undeniable truth: he had been set up. Framed. For what purpose, he could not yet fathom, but the motive was undoubtedly rooted in Thorne’s insatiable hunger for power. Julian, a man of honour, now found himself a fugitive, a disgraced officer, his reputation in tatters. The thought was a bitter pill to swallow, but survival, he realised, was now his immediate concern. He stumbled through the pre-dawn gloom, his mind racing, trying to piece together a plan. He needed to get away from Thorne Manor, to find sanctuary, and to somehow clear his name. The Portsmouth Road, a lifeline connecting London to the coast, was his best bet. He knew its every twist and turn, its hidden paths and secluded inns. It was a dangerous route, notorious for its highwaymen and footpads, but for Julian, it represented a chance, however slim, at escape. He walked for what felt like hours, the cold seeping into his bones, his stomach gnawing with hunger. The sun began to paint the eastern sky with hues of rose and gold, casting long shadows that danced and writhed like spectres on the heath. As the first rays of sunlight pierced through the mist, Julian heard the distant rumble of carriage wheels. A stagecoach, no doubt, making its early morning journey. A desperate idea began to form in his mind. He was a soldier, trained in combat, resourceful and quick-witted. He might be disarmed, but he was not helpless. He found a sturdy branch, snapped it to a manageable length, and fashioned a makeshift club. It was a poor substitute for his trusty sabre, but it would have to do. He concealed himself behind a thicket of gorse, his heart pounding a frantic rhythm against his ribs, waiting. The sound grew louder, the clatter of hooves and the creak of springs echoing across the quiet heath. The stagecoach appeared, a lumbering behemoth drawn by four powerful horses, its windows shuttered against the morning chill. A solitary guard sat atop, his musket resting across his lap, his gaze sweeping the road with a practised vigilance. Julian knew this was a risky gamble, a desperate act born of desperation, but he had no other choice. As the coach drew abreast of his hiding place, he sprang out, a wild cry tearing from his throat. The guard, startled, fumbled with his musket, but Julian was too quick. He swung his club, a glancing blow that sent the musket clattering to the ground. The coachman, cursing, whipped the horses, but Julian had already seized the bridle of the lead horse, bringing the entire conveyance to a jarring halt. "Stand and deliver!" Julian bellowed, his voice hoarse, a parody of the very villains he had once hunted. The words felt alien on his tongue, a stark reminder of how far he had fallen. From within the coach, a muffled shriek, then silence. The guard, recovering from his surprise, drew a pistol, but Julian, anticipating the move, disarmed him with a swift kick. He was a blur of motion, his military training kicking in, overriding the shock and despair. He was no longer Captain Julian Vane; he was a phantom, a desperate man fighting for his life. He forced open the coach door, his makeshift club raised. Inside, a lone figure cowered in the corner, a woman, her face obscured by a heavy veil.

"Your valuables, madam!" Julian demanded, his voice rougher than he intended. He felt a pang of shame, a fleeting moment of revulsion at his own actions, but he pushed it aside. He needed money, a horse, and a way to disappear. The woman, trembling, slowly lifted her veil, revealing a face of striking beauty, framed by raven hair. Her eyes, a startling shade of emerald green, met his with a mixture of fear and defiance. It was Lady Evelyn Sinclair, daughter of the Earl of Surrey, a woman Julian had admired from afar in the glittering ballrooms of London. The irony was a cruel twist of fate. Evelyn, despite her fear, recognised the desperation in the highwayman’s eyes, a desperation that seemed at odds with his commanding presence. She had heard tales of highwaymen, of their ruthlessness and their daring, but this man, despite his rough exterior, possessed an air of refinement, a certain aristocratic bearing that belied his current predicament. Her gaze lingered on his tattered uniform, the remnants of a military coat, and a flicker of understanding, a spark of curiosity, ignited within her.

"I have little of value,

sir," she said, her voice surprisingly steady, "save for this." She held out a small, intricately carved wooden box. Julian snatched it, his fingers brushing hers, a fleeting contact that sent an unexpected jolt through him. He opened the box, revealing a single, gleaming emerald necklace, its facets catching the morning light. It was a king's ransom, a fortune that could buy him a new life. He looked at the necklace, then back at Evelyn, her emerald eyes mirroring the gem’s brilliance. A strange conflict raged within him. He was a thief, a desperate man, but he was not a monster. He had never
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